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11 Sister Narasamma, why do you laugh, my
sister ?   Are you wondering what  prosperity a
blind child can have ?   How does it matter, sister,
if a child is  blind?    It  is  a  child all the same.
When   I stand at   my door with  my boy * in
my arms,   my neighbour   Sakamma's    husband
says it is like Yashoda with her Krishna in her
arms.     A   blind   Yashoda    carrying   a    blind
Krishna, do you say ?    Very well, my dear.    If I
say no, can I cease to be blind ?    This is our
destiny   and   we  must   accept  it.    If   gracious
mothers like you had come and  blessed my poor
mother, I might have had eyes.    If  I  had wor-
shipped God properly, my child might have been
saved from being blind.    If you, like the graces,
come and bless the boy today, his life may be
good in spite of his being blind."
The woman, as I had thought, was blind.
Not blind only, but also of unsound mind. She
was sitting by the side of the road and remember-
ing something and talking to herself. She was
good-looking and had the kumkum mark on her
face. Close beside her was a small bundle of
clothing. She did not look like a mad woman
of the streets but as' if she had strayed from
a somewhere and dropped here. I stood where I
was and continued to listen. She spoke again a